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But the heart that impels them is even* as a conqueror's
insatiably craving That victory can fill not, as power cannot satiate the
want of the wind. All these moorlands and marshes are full of his might,
and oppose not Aught of defence nor of barrier, of forest or precipice
piled : But the will of the wind works ever as his that desires
what he knows not, And the wail of his want unfulfilled is as one making
moan for her child. And the cry of his triumph is even as the crying of hunger
that maddens
The heart of a strong man aching in vain as the wind's heart aches